G. K. CHESTERTON
There is many a fat farmer that drinks less cheerfully,
There is many a free French peasant who is richer
and sadder than we.
There are no folk in the whole world so helpless or
so wise.
There is hunger in our bellies, there is laughter
in our eyes;
You laugh at us and love us, both mugs and eyes
are wet:
Only you do not know us.    For we have not
spoken yet.
The fine French kings came over in a flutter of
flags and dames.
We liked then- smiles and battles, but we never
could say their names.
The blood ran red to Bosworth and the high
French lords went down;
There was naught but a naked people under a
naked crown.
And the eyes of the King's Servants turned
terribly every way,
And the gold of the King's Servants rose higher
every day.
They burnt the homes of the shaven men, that
had been quaint and kind,
Till there was no bed in a monk's house, nor food
that man could find.
The inns of God where no man paid, that were
the wall of the weak,
The King's Servants ate them all.   And still we
did not speak.
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